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SONGS, CHORUSSES, Sc. 


IN THE 


NEW PANTOMIME,. 


PART I. : 


SONG and CHORUS. 


IN merry Sherwood, we merry mer 
Live here like the birds moſt free : 


! 


The daiſy a carpet makes for our finn 
And our roof is the greenwood t: 


In town let 'em wear ſilk hoſe 
And gold on their Sunday cloai'-; - 
Our deer, every day in the 
Wears a doublet brown and (1: \ ; 

The ram has a coat moſt roug 
But cold does he look in his bu!“ 
5 An 
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And that's when his back is ſhorn. | 
Let the bow cry twang 
Twanz dillo go lang, 

Then ſweet ſounds the bugle horn. 


We take from the rich and we give to the 
poor, 


And we feaſt on the well fatted aer f 
Our buſineſs is game, of our game we | 
„ YE WEE, | 
As our table does make it appear. | 


Our merry m#- all are ſtout and bold, | 
And thus are they choſen d've ſee; | 
The man that's not able our ſides to baſte | 
Comes not in our company. | 
Chorus. In town let 'em wear, &c. 
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AIR—Tax NER. 


(From the old Ballad.) 


TANNER. 


WHY who art thou, thou fierce fellow, 
That rangeſt ſo boldly here? 
In ſooth, to be brief, thou look'ſt like a 
thief, 
That comes to ſteal our King's deer. 


II, 


For thy ſword and thy bow I care not a 
ſtraw, 
Nor all thy arrows to boot, 
If thou gets a knock upon the bare ſcop 
Thou'lt not be inclin'd to ſhoot. 


_ III, 


J paſs not for length I'd have thee to know, 
My ſtaff is of oak ſo free— 
Eight foot and a half—it will knock down 
a calf 
And I hope it will knock down thee. 


B 2 RECT- 


4199 £ 


RECITATIVE. 


TIPT with magic, for thy ſake, 
Take it, Robin—uſe it free— 

And every thicket, buſh and brake, 
Shall give a ready friend to thee. 


AIR—W1Tcn. 


AS motley is thy fancy gear 
Right motley be thy mind; 
About, around—be here —and there, 
By mortal unconfin'd. 
Trip, ſkip, very pretty, 
Field, foreſt, road, city, 
Yield us every aid and pleaſure; 
My delight and Robin's treaſure. 


II. 


With nimble hand but wave thy ſword, 
And light as flitting thought; 
At noddle ſhake, tho' mum the word, 
A ſpirit's ear is caught. 
Trip, ſkip, &c, 
AIR 
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AIR—BELLMAN, 


O YES! O yes! of Nottingham town the 

gay Crier am I, 

Take notice I open my mouth becauſe I'm 
going to cry. 

Whoe'er apprehends bold Robin Hood 
with gold we will ſupply. 


All truemen, yeomen, bow- 
men, craftſmen, ſerving men, and 
*Squires, whether gallants, cuckolds, 
knaves, reeves, ſhreeves, archers, or 
arbalaſters, thus commands my Lord 
Longchampe, in the name of the 
King—W hat he tells me I'll tell you, 
&c. 


What my tongue juſt 
Thy tongue muſt, 
Ti, to, tum, tell, 
O ring my little Bell. 


Hood! Hood! O!l-yes! 


Take 


(= ) 


Take notice, this Robin's mouth's between 
his right and left ear, 

And for his age, for every twelve month 
you have, he has liv'd a year; | 

And when to his can he puts his mouth, 
his noſe hangs over the beer. 


Beer—beer !—O yes! Take notice, &c. 


Know ye, that much talking createth much 
thirſt, 


Now my tongue's dry, &c. 


TINKER's 


TINKER'S SONG, 


I, 


MY daddy was a tinker's ſon, 
And I'm his boy, *tis ten to one, 
Here's pots to mend! was ftill his cry, 
Here's pots to mend! aloud baw] J. 
Have ye tin pots, kettles, or cans, 
Coppers to ſoder, or braſs pans. 
Of wives my dad had near a ſcore, 
And I have twice as many more; 
And what's as wonderful as true, 
My daddy was the lord (upon my ſoul he 

was) the lord knows who ? 
Tan ran tan, tan ran tan tan, 
For pot or can, oh I'm your man. 


II. 


Once I in budget, ſnug had got 
A barn-door capon, and what not. 
Here's pots to mend! I cried along, 
Here's pots to mend! was ſtill my ſong. 
At village wake—oh curle his throat, 
The cock crow'd out ſo loud a note. 


The 


2) 


The folk in cluſters flock'd around, 
They ſeiz'd my budget, in it found 
The cock, a gammon, peaſe and beans, 
Beſides a jolly tinker (yes by the lord) a 
tinker's ways and means. 
Tan ran tan, tan ran tan tan, 
For pot or can, oh I'm your man. 


111. 


Like dad, when J to quarters come, 
For want of caſh; the folks I hum. 
Here's kettles to mend; bring me ſome 
1 
The landlord cries, © you'll get none 
here!” 
« You tink'ring dog your tricks I know, 
© More beer indeed! pay what you owe.“ 
In rage I ſqueeze him 'gainſt the door, 
And with his back rub off the ſcore. 
At his expence, we drown all ſtrife, 
For which I praiſe the landord, (could not 
do leſs than praiſe) the landlord's wife, 
Tan ran tan, tan ran tan tan, 
For pot or can, oh I'm your man, 


DAMSEL's 


— 


wo tw 
ſion en wn ne + Mew wi U — — — „ 1 


2 — 


= 


+ 
: 
| 


4 


2 
— 2 —— 


4 Hehe — » 


— 


—— ne ee —— 


1 


DAMSEL'S SONG: 
(From the old Ballad.) 


FROM London, fad at heart, I come, 
From London upon the Thames, 
Where my Lord Longchamp's daughter 
fair, 
A foreign ſuitor claims. 


II. 


The haughty prince of Arragon, 
There ſwears by his martial hand, 


To have the lady to his ſpouſe, 


Or elle to waſte this land. 


III. 


Except ſome champions can be found, 
That dare fight three to three, 

Againſt the prince and giants twain, 
Moſt terrible to ſee. 


IV. 


Now we are four damſels ſent abroad, 
To the eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth, 
But hitherto we've ſought in vain, 
To find theſe champions out. be 
2 PART 
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» | F ) 
'AIR——FrIAR, e | 
I AM a friar of orders grey, 


And duwn the vallies I take my way ; 

I pull not blackberry, haw or hip, 

Good ſtore of veniſon does fill my ſcrip. 

My long bead roll I merrily chaunt, 

Wherever I walk no money I want; | 
And why I'm ſo plump the reaſon I'll tell T 
Who leads a good life is ſure to live well. 93 


What Baron or Squire, 
Or Knight of the Shire, 
Lives half ſo well as a holy friar. 


After ſupper of heaven I dream; 
But that is fat pullen and clouted cream. 


| | 
| 
oo ] 


1 


Myſelf, by denial, I mortify— 

With a dainty bit of a warden pie; 

I'm cloath'd in ſackcloth, for my ſin; 

With old ſack wine I'm lin'd within: 

A chirping cup is my matin ſong, 

And the veſper's bell is my bowl, ding 
dong. 


What Baron or Squire, &c. 


AIR—Bzccas. 


A BEGGAR I am, and of low degree, 
For I'm come of a begging family ; 

I'm lame, but when in a fighting bout, 

I whip off my leg and I fight it out; 

In running, I leave the beadle behind, 
And a laſs I can ſee, tho' alas! 1 am blind; 
Thro' town and village I gaily jog, 

My muſic, the bell of my little dog. 


I'm cloath'd in rags, 
I'm hung with bags, 
That around me wags; 


G2 I've 
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I've a bag for my ſalt, 
A bag for my malt, 
A bag for the leg of a gooſe; 
For my oats a bag, 
For my groats a bag, 
And a bottle to hold my booze. 
It's now, heaven bleſs you for your 
charity, 
And then puſh the can about, fol de 
rol de ree. 


In begging a farthing, I'm poor and old, 
In ſpending, a noble, I'm ſtout and bold; 
When a brave full company I ſee, 
It's © my noble maſters, your charity“ — 
But when a traveller I meet alone, 
«Stand and deliver, or I knock you down.“ 
All day for a wandering mumper I paſs 
All night—Oh a barn, and a buxom laſs, 

| I'm cloath'd i in rags, &c. 


AIR 


— © 4 4 


AIR. 
ALLEN-A-DALE. 


TH O' rude thou art as northern wind, 
Be gentle unto me, | 
There bides a maiden moſt unkind, 
No fairer ſhall you ſee, | 


Her vows were ſoft as weſtern gale, 
Whilſt flocks are pen'd in fold, 

I thought ſhe liſten'd to my tale, 
She left me—ah ! for gold. 


Full feetly ſexton, with thy ſpade, 
Oh make my bed a boon, 
Yet tho' to reſt is Allen laid, 


Thy bells ring out this tune. 


Beneath this bank of tufted graſs, 
Le tuneful ſwains be told, 

Js laid the youth that loved the laſs 
8 Who left him — ah! for gold. 


AIR 


AIR. 


Ax Ax-A-DaLE's Bribt: 


AN old knight came with money and 
pride, 
Ah hem ! quoth he, my bonny fair maid! 
Next Sunday, .at church, oh be my bride. 
Ah hem! quoth I, my truſty old blade! 
A youth all gay as the morning lark. 
Ah hem! quoth he, with a bluſt'ring 
face, 
Be my betroth'd, tho' I | have oor & 
mark, 
Ah hem! quoth I, is that the caſe? 


The old knight now in a vengeful rage, 
Ah hem! quoth he for my truſty ſword, 
And my coat of mail, oh thou tiny page. 


word. 
His beaver fell on his fine long noſe, 


Ah hem! quoth he, take care of my 
hunch. 
My vaſſals come, we'll go fight my foes. 
Ah hem! quoth they we're a loyal 
bunch. 


RECI- 


Ah hem! quoth he, they're here at a 
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| RECITATIVE. 


| Wirren. 


GIVE up the chace, ah, ſimple, vain 


_ | purſuers ! 
Thy doings done, thou'lt be thy own un- 
| doers. 
IE *Gainſt ſuch a rival thou'lt come off O 
| fadly, | 
|: Here ceaſe thy ſuit, my gentle 'Squire 
O' Bradley. 
ö l This day ſhall ſhine the bowman's 
Jubilee, 
Where, mad gallants, a brave device 
* you'll ſee, 


In what was, is and ay, to come, trium- 
phant archery. 


7 . 8 FINALE. 
8 


FINALE. 


The chace is o'er, and joy to tell, 
Inſtead of ſounding a mort knell, 

The hart that lay in death's cold dell; 
Is with his deer alive and well. 


In merry Sherwood, with blythe Robin (. 
Hood, 
Let magic pranks appear; 
Tis merry in the hall, when beards wag all; 
And our merry hall is here. 


CHoRus. 


In merry Sherwood, &c. 


To this our ſimple greenwood cheer, 
Let but contented looks appear, 
And we, perchance, another ycar 
May feaſt ye with new fancies here; 


Cruorvs. 


In merry Sherwood, &c. 
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